CONCERT 

iX  AID  CF  THE 

PATEIOTIO  FUND, 

February  27,  1855* 

IN  THE  SAINT  LAWRENCE  HALL, 

DIRECTOR  : 

REV.  DR.  MoCAUL,  President  of  the  Society. 
©onOuclsr :  J.  P.  Clarke,  Mus.  Bac.     &ea$« :  Mr.  Griebel  . 


TORONTO : 

THOMPSON  <fc  Co.,  PRINTERS,  KING  STREET  EAST. 


PART  I. 


1.  Sinfonia  (Eroica) — Marcia  Funebre  Beethovek. 

2.  Chorus — The  Battle  Prayer  Himmel. 


Father,  I  call  on  Thee : 
Round  me  the  thunder  voic'd  cannon  are  roaring  ; 
Darkness  is  thick'niug,  Death's  hail-storms  are  pouring  ; 
Out  of  the  tumult  I  call  unto  Thee  ; 

Father,  O  I  hear  Thou  me  I 

II. 

Father,  0  !  hear  mj  prayer  : 
Lord,  I  desire  to  be  under  Thy  guiding, 
Humbly  my  soul  to  Thy  mercy  confiding ; 
Living  or  dying,  0  leave  Thou  not  me 

Father,  I  worship  Thee  ! 

III. 

Father,  0  1  bless  Thou  me  1 
If,  when  the  strife  of  the  battle  is  ended, 
Lord,  I  should  lie  on  the  sere  leaves  extended, 
There,  in  life's  parting,  be  present  with  me  ; — 

Father,  receive  Thou  me  ! 

3.  Solo — Piano  Forte — "  Lieder  ohne  Worte,"  Mindelssohn 

Mr.  H.  J.  Haycraft. 

4.  Song— "Oh  I  God  preserve  the  Mariner/'  Jeffereys, 

Miss  Davis. 

I. 

Oh  !  God  preserve  the  mariner, 

"When  o'er  the  troubled  deep, 
The  rolling  thunders  li-htning  flash, 

And  howling  tempests  sweep  ; 
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When  like  a  reed  the  tall  mast  shakes. 

And  human  art  is  vain  : — 
Oh  I  God  restore  the  mariner, 

To  home,  dear  home  t  again. 


The  sailor's  wife  sinks  down  to  rest, 

But  dreams  disturb  her  sleep  ; 
She  starts  to  hear  the  hollow  wind, 

And  turns  aside  to  weep  ; 
She  clasps  her  baby,  and  she  prays 

Thro*  tears  like  falling  rain  : — 
Oh  !  God  restore  the  mariner 

To  home,  dear  home  I  again. 


III. 

The  widow  for  her  darling  child, 

Her  bosom's  only  joy, 
Invokes  the  Power  that  rules  on  high 

For  blessings  on  her  boy. 
When  ruin  lurketh  in  the  cloud, 

And  death  sweeps  o'er  the  main  : — 
Oh  !  God  restore  the  mariner 

To  home,  dear  home  !  again. 

5.  Solo  and  Chorus — "  Qui  tollis,"  Haydn. 

(With  orchestral  accompaniments  by  J.  P.  Clarke,  Mus.  Bac  ) 
Solo— Mr.  Hecht    Principal  Violin— Mr,  Griebel. 

"  Qui  tollis  peccata  mundi,  miserere  nobis; 
Qui  tollis  peccata  mundi,  suscipe  deprecationem  nostram." 

6.  Solo— Fiano  Forte — Fantasie  on  "  Cujus  animam" 

from  "Stabat  Mater"  G.  F.  Hayter. 

Mr.  G.  F.  Hayter. 

7.  Song — "  Ruth,"  .Miss  Smith. 

Mrs.  Beverley  Robinson. 

*  Entreat  me  not  to  leave  thee,  or  to  return  from  following  after  thee; 
for  whither  thou  goest  I  will  go;  and  where  thou  lodgest,  I  will  lodge; 
thy  people  shall  be  my  people,  and  thy  God  my  God  ;  where  thou 
diest,  will  I  die,  and  there  will  I  be  buried." 


8.  Symphony 


Romberg. 


PAET  II. 


1 .  Overture  -La  Sirene,   ... ..  ■   Auber. 

2.  Song—  (From  the  Opera,  Joan  of  Arc.) — u  I  would  be 

a  Soldier  still."   .  .Balfb. 

Mir.  L.  W.  Smith. 


Might  I  march  thro*  life  again. 

Thwarted  by  each  former  ill, 

To  the  end  of  earth's  campaign, 

I  would  be  a  Soldier  still. 

I  have  laughed  in  peril's  face, 

O'er  a  comrade  slain,  have  wept, 

And  amid  the  raging  warfare, 

On  the  blood-stained  field,  have  slept. 

Yet  were  life  to  pass  again, 

Spite  of  every  by  gone  ill, 

To  the  close  of  earth's  campaign, 

I  would  be  a  Soldier  still. 

II. 

I  have  seen  the  pale  fac'd  moon, 
Shining  on  a  Hero's  grave, 
Where  a  gallant  heart  lay  cold, 
Once  the  noblest  of  the  brave. 
But  I  saw  that  Soldier  fall, 
And  the  light  which  filled  his  eye, 
'Tis  all  I  ask  of  glory, 
For  my  country  so  to  die. 
Yet  were  life  to  pass  again, 
'Spite  of  every  by  gone  ill, 
To  the  close  of  earth's  campaign, 
I  would  be  a  Soldier  still. 
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3.  Duett — Violin  and  Piano  Fo.te — (from  the  Opera, 

Guillaume  Tell)  DeBeriot  <t  Osborne. 

Mr.  Griebel  and  Mr.  H.  J.  Haycraft. 

4.  So*g — u  The  Heroes  of  the  Crimea,"  F*  Morl 

ITr  J.  D.  Humphreys. 
I. 

Ring  the  joy -bells,  chime  on  chime;. 
Sound  the  peal  from  shore  to  shore  ! 
Steadfast,  dauntless,  and  sublime, 
England  conquers  as  of  yore  : 
And  let  the  people's  voice, 
O'er  all  the  land  rejoice, 
That  in  the  great  immortal  fight, 
The  glorious  living  and  the  dead, 
For  freedom  arm'd,  in  justice  bled, 
And  conquer'd  in  the  right. 

II. 

Sound  the  requiem,  loud  and  clear  ! 

England  weeps  her  children  slain, 

And  mourns  with  sympathy  sincere, 

Heroes  lost,  but  not  in  vain ; 

And  let  the  solemn  peal 

A  nation's  grief  reveal : 

Yet,  be  the  tears  of  sorrow  dried — 

We  owe  their  babes  a  glorious  debt ; 

And  grief  is  vain  if  it  forget, 

The  claims  of  those  who  died. 

nr. 

Ring  the  joy -bells,  light  the  blaze  ; 

And  let  the  deep  voiced  cannon  roar  ! 

Join  all  hands  in  prayer  und  praise, 

England  conquers  as  of  yore  ; 

Our  England  and  our  France, 

In  freedom's  cause  advance, 

And  fight  for  truth  and  human  kind  ! 

Their  ancient  glories  are  surpass'd, 

Long  may,  long  may  their  gen'rous  friendship  last, 

To  brave  a  world  combined. 
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5.  Choruz — u  Bright  Sword  of  Liberty,". . ...  Weber., 

I. 

True  sword  !  thy  dark  blade  gleaming, 
And  bright  as  sun-beam  seeming, 
Sword  of  the  brave  and  free, 

Bright  sword  of  Liberty  ]  hur-rah  !  hur-rah  !  hur-rah  ! 
II. 

The  arm  of  right  shall  wield  thee, 
To  Despot  never  yield  thee, 
Thou  our  defence  shalt  be, 

Bright  Sword  of  Liberty  !  hur-rah !  hur-rah  !  hur-rah  1 
III. 

True  sword  to  slaves  a  stranger, 
Of  wrong  the  stern  avenger, 
Thus  shalt  thou  ever  be, 

Bright  sword  of  Liberty  !  hur-rah  !  hur-rah  !  hur-rah  ! 
IV. 

Shine  thus  dark  blade  for  ever, 
Subdued  thou  can'st  be  never, 
Thou  shall  our  war-cry  be, 

Bright  Sword  of  Liberty  !  hur-rah  !  hur-rah  !  hur-rah  1 

F.  Song — tl  The  Death  of  Dermot,"  Crouch. 

Mrs.  Beverley  Robinson. 

I. 

Kathleen  !  my  young  bride,  thy  Dermot  is  dying, 
The  crimson  sun  sets  on  the  dark  battle  plain, 
Where  my  kinsmen  and  brothers  around  me  are  lying ; 
Sweet  Kathleen  !  1  ne'er  shall  behold  thee  again. 
Oh  !  for  one  parting  look,  at  this  moment  I  languish, 
One  glance  from  those  daak  eyes  of  beauty  to  me  ! 
To  lighten  my  doom,  and  to  soothe  the  deep  anguish 
Of  a  heart  whose  last  pulses  are  throbbing  for  thee  ! 

Och  !  Hone  !  Kathleen  !  Farewell  1 
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Kathleen  mavourneen  !  my  last  sighs  are  winging 

Across  the  deep  waters  to  Erin  nnd  thee  ! 

Fond  thoughts  of  my  young  bride,  afoui  d  me  are  clinging, 

And  hold  back  my  soul,  that  now  longs  to  be  free  ! 

Yet  Victory  !  crowns  me  ;  the  bright  wreath  of  glory 

For  thee  my  own  darling  !  and  Erin  !  I  won  : 

My  dying  heart  faints,  but  this  day's  deathless  story 

Shall  hallow  my  dust,  when  the  spirit  is  gone. 

Och  !  Hone  !  Kathleen  !  Farewell  ! 

7.  Solo  -Piano  Forte — La  Violette,.  Herz. 

Mr.  Klophel. 

B.  Song — tl  The  Sea  is  merry  England's,"  Blocklet. 

Mr.  Barron. 

T. 

The  Sea  is  merry  England's,  and  England's  shall  remain, 
While  Briton's  Sons  have  hearts  of  oak,  her  freedom  to  maintain  ; 
And  as  her  gallant  Vessels  sail  amid  the  foaming  tide, 
It  bears  them  up  as  if  it  knew  it  nursed  Britannia's  pride. 
So  sing  we  ever  boldly,  with  honest  might  and  main, 
The  Sea  is  merry  England's,  and  England's  shall  remain. 

IT. 

The  Sea  is  merry  England's  !   Oh  !  where  is  found  the  strand, 
Where  Britons  may  not  anchor,  with  a  gallant  Sailor  band  ? 
Her  red  cross  banner  floats  on  high,  'tis  honored  soon  as  seen, 
For  where's  the  land  that  dares  defy  the  Sons  of  the  Ocean  Queen  ? 
So  sing  we  ever  boldly,  with  honest  might  and  main, 
The  Sea  is  merry  England's,  and  England's  shall  remain. 

III. 

The  Sea  is  merry  England's,  we'll  use  it  as  we  ought, 
In  spreading  wide  her  native  wealth,  to  every  distant  port ;  [prayer, 
That  peace  should  reign  throughout  the  world,  was  ever  Britain'** 
But  now  war's  banner  is  unfurled,  her  Sons  will  danger  dare. 
So  sing  we  ever  boldly,  with  honest  might  and  main, 
The  Sea  is  merry  England's,  and  England'-s  shall  remain. 
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9.  Recitative*  e  Duetto — (from  the  Opera,  (l  Belisario") — 

"Quando  di  Saugue  tinto,"  Donizetti. 

Mr.  J.  D.  Humphreys  and  Mr.  Hecht. 

RECITATIVO. 

Belisario — Liberi  siete,  Addio  !    Che  veggio  I 
II  dono  sprezzi  forse  Alarairo  ? 

Alamiro — Io  !  ti  sou  grato,  tea  gia  tel  dessi, 
Al  fianco  tuo  m'  annoda  tale  un  poter 
Che  liberta  m'e  grave  lungi  da  te. 

Belisario — Rimani  adunque  meco 
In  liberta  rimani — 
Ho  tutto  il  cor  commosso 
Da  ignoto  affetto. 
Che  spiegar  non  posso — 
Quando  di  sangue  tinto 
E  di  catene  avvinto 
In  riva  al  Trasimeno 
Tratto  mi  fosti  al  pie ; 
Tenera  voce  in  seno 
Mi  favell6  per  te. 

Alarniro — Ah  !  se  mi  fia  ricetta 
Di  Belisario  il  tetto, 
Di  mia  crudel  fortuna 
Gli  oltraggi  scorderO. 
"Nel  suol  che  a  me  fucuna 
Almen  la  tomba  avr6. 

Belisario— Sel  tu  Greco  ?    II  ver  dicesti  ? 

Alamiro — Greco  io  son. 

Belisario — •  Da  chi  nascesti  ? 

Alamiro — Tal  mistero  il  ciel  asconde 
Fui  da  un  Barbaro  allevato. 

Belisario — Ah  !  derclitto  or  piu  non  sci 
Per  te  succeda  di  sereno, 
A  fosea  aurora, 
Ebbi  un  figlio,  lo  perdei, 
La  sua  morte  io  piango  ancora 
Or  quel  figlio  a  me  tu  sei. 

Alamiro— Io,  tuo  figKo  !    A  me  tu  padre  ! 
Ali  !  si,  di  gioja  ho  pieno  il  cor. 
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Belisario — Saral  mio  figlio, 

Alamira — Si,  si  di  gl>ja  ho  pieno  il  cor. 

Belisario — Ne  miei  lari. 

Alamiro — Fra  le  squire. 

Belisario — Sempre  insieme. 

Alamiro — Uniti  ognor. 

Alamiro  e  Belisario — Ah,  si  uniti  ognor. 

DUETTO. 

SuP  campo  della  gloria 
Noi  puguererao  a  lato 
Frema  o  sorrida  il  fato 
Vicino  a  te  star  6, 
La  morte  o  la  vittoria 
Con  te  dividero. 

Solo  and  Chorus — "Rule  Britannia/'  Ark 

Solo— Mrs.  Beverley  Robinson. 

I. 

When  Britain  first  at  Heaven's  command, 

Arose  from  out  the  azure  main, 
This  was  the  Charter,  the  Charter  of  the  land, 

And  guardian  angels  sung  this  strain  : 
RuIp,  Britannia,  Britannia  rule  the  waves  ; 

Britons  never  will  be  slaves. 

II. 

The  nations  not  so  blest  as  thee, 
Must  in  their  turn  to  Tyrants  fall ; 

While^  thou  shalt  nourish  great  and  free, 
The  dread  and  envy  of  them  all. 

Rule,  Britannia,  Britannia  rule  the  waves  : 
Britons  never  will  be  slaves. 
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FINALE—  "GOD  SAVE  THE  QUEEN."— Bull, 
i. 

God  save  our  gracious  Queen, 
Long  live  our  noble  Queen, 

God  save  the  Queen. 
Send  her  victorious, 
Happy  and  glorious, 
Long  to  reign  over  us, 

God  save  the  Queen. 

II. 

0  Lord,  our  God,  arise, 
Scatter  her  enemies, 

And  make  them  fall. 
Confound  their  politics, 
Frustrate  their  knavish  tricks, 
On  thee  our  hopes  we  fix, 

God  save  the  Queen. 


